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How many miles to Babyland? 

Any one can tell. 
Up one flight, to your right — 

Please to ring the bell. 




What can you see in Babyland? 

Little folks in white. 
Downy heads, cradle beds, 

Faces pure and bright. 



What do they say in Babyland ? 

Why, the oddest things! 
Might as well try to tell 

What the birdie sings. 




Who is the queen of Babyland? 

Mother, kind and sweet. 
And her love, born above, 

Guides the little feet. 



BROWNIEBEN AND FAIRYBELL 

BrownieBen was a house-brownie. 
He lived in the house of a boy 
called Bennie. 

FaiiyBell was his friend. 
She lived over the way 
in the flower bed of Little Bell. 

« 

She w r as his very dear friend. 

Well, they were sitting together, 
and BrownieBen said : 
" Dearie, I am going away. 
I am going to take a rest. 
I will not stay in that house 
one day longer. 

I am so tired of looking after that boy. 
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Bennie is a brave boy, but he is wild. 
He is like a wild Indian. 

Every day, he runs away 
from the house. 
He runs away from his mother. 
He runs away with the boys 
from his dear mother. 

His mother calls and calls : 
' Ben - nie ! Ben - nie ! 
Where are you?' 
But Bennie does not answer. 

He is not polite to his mother. 
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Then I run after him. 
I call : 

1 Ben - nie ! Ben - - nie ! 
Come back ! ' 

But he runs away as fast as he can. 

Every morning, I hear his father call : 
€ Bennie, it is time to get up. 
Bennie ! It is nearly school-time/ 

Bennie says, ' Huh ! ' 
But he does not open his eyes, 
and he is soon asleep again. 

Then at night, his mother says : 
' Father, Bennie was not good to-day/ 

Poor father ! Poor tired father ! 
How hard he works. 

He is up with the sun. 
He toils all day long. 



What does Bennie do ? 

That boy likes to play all the time." 

Then FairyBell said : 
" Bennie has a very good heart." 

BrownieBen said : " Now, Dearie, 
you know how well I love Bennie. 

I sit on his little bed. I tell him 
story after story all night long. 

I give him a sweet sleep. 

Every night, I sing into his ears : 

' All work and no play 

Make Ben a dull boy. 

All play and no work 

Make him only a toy/ 

« 
I never let any harm come to him. 

Bennie has a good heart, 

but he does not think. 
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He is wild. 

He is good only when he is asleep." 

Then FairyBell patted BrownieBen 
on the back. 

"BrownieBen," she said, "you are 
tired out. Take a cup of dew with me.' 

The fairies like to take 
a cup of dew with friends. 



THEY TALK OF LITTLE BELL 

i 

" BrownieBen/' said FairyBell, 
" I am going away, too. 
I am tired of Little Bell." 

"What ! " said BrownieBen. 

" Yes, Little Bell never helps her mother. 

Poor mother ! Poor tired mother ! 
How hard she works. 

She toils all day long, but Little Bell 
plays all day with her doll. 

Her mother does everything 
for Little Bell. 

And Little Bell never says 
' Thank you' to her kind mother. 

And she is not gentle. 
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She breaks the head of her poor doll. 

And she leaves her toys anywhere. 
I am tired picking up - < < 

her things." 

Then BrownieBen said : 
" Dearie, Little Bell is 
very pretty. 

How pretty she looks 
dressed in white ! " 

FairyBell answered : 
"Yes, Little Bell is very 
pretty. 

But she does not look very pretty 
when she is crying. 

Every little thing makes her cry. 
She is a cry-baby." 

Then BrownieBen said : " Dearie, 
Little Bell has a very good heart." 



PairyBell said : 

" Now, BrownieBen, you know 
I love Little Bell. 
Every night I sing her 
to sleep. 

I sing into her ears : 
' Father works from sun to sun 
And Mother's work is never done.' 

Every night I tell stories 
to Little Bell. 

I try to make her as sweet 
as she is pretty. 
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I tell her stories about 
the ' Good Little People/ 

How merry they are always ! 

How full of sunshine ! 

How they try to help every 
body ! 

But my stories are all told. 
I have not one left." 

BrownieBen patted the hand 
ofFairyBell. 

" Dearie/' he said, 
"You are tired out. 

Take another cup of dew. 
11 



Dew is good for every 
body. 

Here is a buttercup 
fc full of dew. 

See how clear and pure 
it is! 

Let us leave Bennie and 
Little Bell. 

And let us go together 
to the sea- shore. 

We can look for stories 
at the sea-shore. 

Let us go to see the shore- 
brownies." 
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THE GOOD LITTLE PEOPLE 

The house-brownies are some- 
times called 
the Good Little People. 

The Good Little People came 
to say good-by to BrownieBen. 

Every body in the house 
was asleep in bed. 
The door was not open. 

But the brownies can make 
their bodies very thin. 
So they made their bodies very thin. 

And then they all came creeping in 

through the key-hole. 
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BrownieBen saw them drop to 
the floor, one after another. 

They all shook hands with him. 

" Well, brother," they said, 
" How are you ? " 

And BrownieBen answered, 
"Very well, I thank you. 
How do you do ? 
I am happy to see you." 
14 



" And how is Fairy Bell ? " 

" She is well, thank you. 
I saw her a little while ago." 

" And is she as pretty as ever ? " 

" Oh, yes," said BrownieBen. 
" She is prettier than ever." 

" We heard that you are going 
away. Is it true ? " 

" Yes." 

" Why are you going ? " 

Then BrownieBen told them 
about Bennie. 

The Good Little People looked 
at one another. 

A house without a house-brownie 

in it! 
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They shook their heads. 

" Is it true that Fairy Bell is 
going away, too ? " 

" Yes." 
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And why is she going ? " 



Then BrownieBen told them 
about Little Bell. 

The Good Little People looked 
at one another. 

A house with no good fairy 
in it! 

The Good Little People shook 
their heads again. 

This time, they shook their 
heads very hard. 

Then they all rose to their 

feet. 
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"Take us to see these 
little folks," they said. 

BrownieBen looked 

sad. 

" Bennie has a very- 
good heart." 

The Good Little Peo- 
ple said nothing. They 
stood waiting. 

" Little Bell is very pretty." 

The Good Little People stood 
waiting. 

"Up one flight, 
To your right," 

said BrownieBen, and he hid 
his eyes. 

He was left alone. 
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THEY VISIT BENNIE AND LITTLE BELL 

The Good Little People found 
Bennie. 

He was in his little bed, and 
he was sound asleep. 

He looked like a very good 
little boy. 

But the Good Little People 
shook their heads. 

" Ha ha ! " said one, " so this 
is Bennie. Bennie does not 
work for his kind father. 
He only eats and sleeps and 

plays." 
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"Bennie is wild," said another. 
" Bennie is like a wild Indian. 
He runs away from his dear 
mother as fast as he can." 

Still another said : 
"Bennie sleeps at sunrise." 

Then one of the Good Little 
People gave poor Bennie a pinch. 

" Ooh ! " Bennie cried out 
in his sleep. 



" He he ! Ho ho ! " laughed 
all the Good Little People. 

Then, one after another, 
they went over the way. 

FairyBell saw them coming 
over the flower-bed. 

She hid in a clover. 

Little Bell was fast asleep 
in her little bed. 

How pretty she was ! 

How good and sweet she looked 
in her little white nightdress. 

One little hand lay outside. 

The Good Little People folded 
the bed-things over it. 

They were all very, very sad. 
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Then one said, " Ha ha! 
So this is pretty Little Bell." 

" Little Bell does not help 
her poor tired mother. 
She does not pick up her toys." 

" Dear ! Dear ! " cried all 
the Good Little People together. 

Another said, 
" She never says ' Thank you ' 
to her mother." 
21 



" Dear ! Dear ! " cried all 
the Good Little People to- 
gether. 

Still another said, 
u Little Bell is a cry-baby. 
She is never happy " 

Then all the Good Little 
People cried together : 
" Ha ha ! Little Bell should 
get out of the right side 
of her bed in the morning." 

And then — 
One of the Good Little People 
gave poor Little Bell a pinch ! 

But I know it was only 

a little pinch, for his eyes 

were twinkling. 
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And the eyes of all the Good 
Little People were twinkling. 

" Ooh ! " cried Little Bell 
in her sleep. 

" He he ! Ho ho ! " laughed 
all the Good Little People. 

BrownieBen was peeping in 
at the door. 

"Now/' said the Good Little 
People, "show us the baby." 

And again they walked over 
the flower bed. 

The flowers bent their heads 
under the feet of the Good 
Little People, and rose again. 
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BABY'S BIRTHDAY LESSON 

The baby was in Bennie's house. 
It was in the cradle. 

The Good Little People stood 
around the cradle, looking 
at the baby. 

The baby lay sleeping. 

They looked at the baby 
a long, long time. 

" What a dear little baby," 
they said. 
" See the rings of golden hair." 

" The baby's mouth is like 

a rosebud," said one. 

" It is as sweet as honey." 
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Then a tall brownie looked 
around at the others, and said : 

" What does the bee do?" 
The rest answered, 
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Brings home honey. . 



And what does father do ? 

Brings home money. 

And what does mother do ? 

Lays out the money. 

And what does baby do ? 

' Eats up the honey." 

Then another said : 

" To-morrow is the baby's 

birthday. 

What shall the Good Little 

People give the baby ? 
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We should think of something 
very good. 

What shall we <rive this dear 
little babv ? 



Shall we give it wings ?" 



" Ah no/' answered all the rest, 
"it might flv awav from its 
mother." 

" How old is the baby ? " 

" To-morrow, the baby is 
seven moons old." 

Then one cried out : 

" I know what to give the baby. 
Let us give the baby 
a little birthday lesson." 

" So we will," 

said all the Good Little 

People together. 
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Then one of the brownies 
leaped to the top of the cradle. 

His arms looked like win^s. 
He made them fan up and down. 

Then he gave a crow : 
" Cookery, cookery, coo-oo ! " 

The baby laughed in her sleep. 

He crowed again. 

" Do it, baby, do it, 
dear little baby," 

cried all the Good Little People . 
together. 

And the baby gave 
a funny little crow. 

How they all laughed ! 

Hand in hand, 
they danced around the cradle. 

And the baby laughed and crowed, 
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Then one said : 

" Baby, to-morrow 
is your birthday. 

Be a happy little baby. 
Laugh and crow all day long. 

So shall it be always. 

So long as you live, 
you shall be one of the Merry 
Little Men." 
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Now, there was an old brownie 
sitting by the cradle. 
He was rocking the cradle. 

The baby lay sleeping. 

" Hush ! " said he. 

_ • 

" Hush ! " said all the Good 
Little People together. 
" Don't wake the baby." 

You might have heard 
a pin drop. 
The room was so still. 

Only the old brownie 
was rocking and humming. 

Then he began to sing. 

The old brownie had a low, 

sweet voice. 

And this was his little song : 
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THE SONG OF THE GOOD LITTLE PEOPLE 

" Hush-a-by, baby, 

Thy cradle is green. 
Father's a nobleman, 

Mother's a queen. 
Bister's a lady, 

And wears a gold ring. 
Brother's a drummer, 

And drums for the king. 

" Rock-a-by, baby, 

On the tree-top, 
When the wind blows, 

The cradle will rock. 
When the bough breaks, 

The cradle will fall, 

And down will come baby, 

Cradle and all." 
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All the Good Little People 
were rocking their bodies 
in time to the song. 

The moon peeped into 
the room. 

From a tree near by, 
came the cry of a night- 
bird, "OO-OO-OO-oo." 

Then the old brownie 
dropped a bit of gold into 
the cradle. 

The baby lay sleeping. 

"Hush," said he. 

"Hush," said all the Good 
Little People together. 

And one by one, they went 
out on tip-toe . 



THE MERRY LITTLE MEN 

The Good Little People are 
Merry Little Men, and now 
they began their fun. 

They ran all over the house, 
from the top down. 

They were looking for things 
out of place. 

Betty, the cook, had left 
some apples on the table. 

They were red and white 
apples. 

The Merry Little Men danced 

on the table around the apples. 
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They leaped down to the floor. 

The apples leaped down with 
them : 

for the red and white apples 
were inside of the Merry 
Little Men. 

One little fellow found a hat 
of Father's. 

The hat was pretty big, and 
the brownie was pretty small. 

" Creep under the hat/' 
cried the others. 

How they all laughed ! 

Here is the small brownie, 
and the big hat. 

After that, they found some 

toys. 
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" Here is Bennie's ball. 
Let us all play ball ! " 

" Oh J there is a pipe 1 " 

" See me blow a bubble !" 

It was a pipe of Big Brother's. 

Big Brother was out, calling 
on a lady. 

The pipe was in his room. 
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"He he! Ho ho!" 
laughed the brownies. 
" Let us break the pipe. 
Big Brother is better without 
any pipe." 

The Good Little People are 
Merry Little Men. 

They are full of fun, 
but they have kind hearts. 

They would help any body. 

One brownie found something 
of Grandmother's. 

" Grandmother is old and tired," 
he said. 
" Let us help Grandmother. 

Fold it up and lay it away." 
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" So we shall/' said all 
the Good Little People 
together. 

In the morning, every body 
was looking for something. 

"Bennie, did you break my pipe?" 
asked Big Brother. 

" Why does my old hat look so 
funny?" asked Father. 
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Little Bell's doll was upside 
down. 
And where was its head ? 

" Where is m y ship ? " 
said Bennie. 
" Mother, have you seen my ball?" 



Then Grandmother laughed. 



She was sitting in her big 
rocking chair. 

Every grandmother knows 
about the Good Little People. 

" The Merry Little Men have 
hidden it. 

" A place for every thing, and 
every thing in its place/' 
said Grandmother. 
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GOOD-BY 

" FairyBell ! Fairy BeU ! 
Where are you ? " 

BrownieBen stood in the flower- 
bed. 

FairyBell was hidden in some 
flower. 

" Whoo-oo ! " cried FairyBell 
over his head. 

Her voice was like the sound 
of a silver bell. 

BrownieBen looked up. 

" 0, there you are ! " 

How pretty she was 

in her fresh, white dress ! 
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The sunshine was on her 
yellow hair. 
It was as bright as gold. 

BrownieBen told her that 
she looked like a daisy. 

" Come, Dearie," said he, 
" it is time to go to the cars:" 

FairyBell flew down. 

All fairies can fly, and 
FairyBell had two little 
white wings. 

BrownieBen was dressed all 
in brown. 

The brown hood over his head 
had a very long point. 

He looked like a little 

brown bird. 
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" Good-by, Bennie," they cried. 
"Good-by, Little Bell. 
Some day, we shall come back 
again." 

" Where are we going, Brownie- 
Ben?" 

" "We are going to a place 
called 'Fresh Port'. 



people waiting for the cars. 
Some of the people were very 

They were talking and laughing. 

They were saying Good-by 
to their friends. 

" Good-by ! Good-by ! " 

"Come again to see us." 

" Thank you, I will." 
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"Write soon." 

" Give my love to your mother." 

" Yes, thank you." 

"Good-by." 

Nobody saw the two little" 
ones get on the cars. 
They were both so little. 

" Ding ! Ding ! 

Ch-ch-ch-ch! 

Whoo-oo-oo!" 

And away they went ! 
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ON THE CARS 

On and on went the cars. 
Ch - ch - ch - ch ! 

It was a long, long way 
to Fresh Port. 

The two little ones were 

* 

very tired. 

" But after all, we are not 
the only tired ones/' 
said brave BrownieBen. 
" Cheer up, FairyBell." 

BrownieBen was always very 

merry, 
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and he was full of fun 
all that long day. 

The big people did not see 
him at all, but the Jittle 
ones did. 

He made every little boy and 
girl laugh again and again. 

One little boy was ill. 

He had always been ill. 

BrownieBen made a funny face, 
and he laughed, too. 

There was a poor, sleepy 

little baby on the cars. 
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Oh, how that baby cried! 

BrownieBen cried, " Boo 1 " 
and tickled its little toes. 

The baby laughed and crowed, 

FairyBell did one kind thing. 

I do not think that any one 
saw her do it. 

Somebody felt so sad, 
so very sad. 

FairyBell was sitting near 
her, and she told her a story. 

She whispered it into her ear. 
It was a story of " Long ago." 

Somebody looked very happy, 
after that. 

She was thinking of the happy 

u Long ago." 
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The cars went on 
Clickety — Clackety — 
Clickety — Clackety — 

Whoo - oo - oo ! 



BrownieBen went to sleep. 

" A man must sleep a little 
in the day-time," 
said BrownieBen. 



You see he had been up 
all night with his friends. 

Brownies and fairies love 
to go to bed in the daylight. 
Do you know why ? 

They grow while they are 

asleep. 

They grow big and strong and 

merry. 
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Port! 
All out for Fresh Port ! " 

FairyBell shook BrownieBen. 

"Wake up! Wake up! 

It is time to get out." 

At last they were at the sea- 
shore ! 
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THE WATEEING PLACE 

Fresh Port is a watering 
place. 

There are always a great many 
people at a watering place. 

They were all streaming to 
the shore. 

BrownieBen and FairyBell went 
with the stream of people. 

Up and down went the stream 
of people. 

Up and down went the little 

folks, hand in hand. 
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and the ringing of bells. 

A big mari stood at the door 
of a little house. 

"Walk in! Walk in!" 
he was calling. 

So they both walked in. 

"Your money, please," 
said the Big Man. 

Then they walked out, 
as fast as they could. 



Now they came to a great 
round thing. 

It was whirling very swiftly. 

It was full of boats, and 
the boats were full of people. 

Down it jcame whirling out of 
the sky. 
And then up it went again. 

At last, BrownieBen sat down. 
His head was bent on his hands. 
" Coo-oo, Coo-oo," cried poor 
FairyBell. 

The cry of a fairy is like 
the cry of a dove. 

" Well, well ! » 

They looked up, and saw 

a little bit of a man. 
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He was an odd little man. 

" He is all head and no body," 
whispered FairyBell. 

"No, he is all body 
and no head," 
whispered BrownieBen. 

" He looks like a peanut," 
whispered FairyBell. 

" Why ! So he does," 
whispered BrownieBen. 

" Well, well," 
whispered the peanut-man, 
"What is the matter ?" 

" Oh, we are tired, 
and we can't find the seashore." 

" It is under your feet," 

laughed the peanut-man. 
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" Oh, is this little bit 
of sand the sea-shore ? " 

" The sea-shore is not little. 
It is long and wide. 
This is a watering-place. 
There are a great many people 
here. 
The sea-shore is hidden by them. 

"Where is the sea?" 
asked BrownieBen. 
"We can't find it." 

"Over there," 
answered the peanut-man. 

The little folks looked 
where he pointed. 

" I don't see any sea," 

said BrownieBen. 
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" Do you see that tall man ? " 

"Yes." 

"Well, peep under his arm." 

They both stood on tip-toe, 
and peeped under the arm 
of the tall man. 

" Oh, I see it," 
cried BrownieBen. 
"It looks gray." 

" Oh, is that little gray 
thing the sea ? " 
cried FairyBell. 
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nut-man. 

"The sea is very big and wide. 
But this is a watering place. 
The sea is hidden by the people." 

" Well, I don't like a water- 
ing place," said PairyBell. 
"What is that? 
Is that a top?" 

" Oh no, that is a little 
girl. 

She is dressed for the dance 
to-night." 
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" What a funny little baby/' 
said BrownieBen. 

" How the lady loves it ! " 

" Oh no, that is not a baby ! 
That is only a pet dog/' 
said the peanut-man. 

" Are there any shore-brownies 
here ? " 

a 

" Not now. 
They have been here, but they 
like to be on a clean shore. 
They were tired of picking up 
the things." 

" Well, we are tired of 

picking up after Bennie and 

Little Bell. 

How can we get away from 

this watering place ?" 
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" There is an auto-ear. 
Take that auto-car to Old 
Harbor." 

" Where is Old Harbor ? " 
asked BrownieBen. 

But the peanut-man suddenly 
fell over on his side. 

BrownieBen could not get him 
to open his mouth again. 

" There ! " 
cried FairyBell. 

" BrownieBen, see what you 

have done ! 

You talk too much ! " 
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THE AUTO-CAR 

Shook-shook-shook-shook ! 
Toot ! toot! 
Away went the auto-car. 

BrownieBen and FairyBell 
were sitting side by 
side. 

The auto-car shook them 
together. 

" Hold fast ! " cried 
BrownieBen. 

" All right ! " cried Fairybell. 
" How hard the wind blows." 

Whizz ! 

A house flew by. 

A dog flew by. 
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A mother and baby flew by, 

Toot! toot! 
On flew the auto-car 
faster and faster. 
" Hold fast ! " cried BrownieBen. 
" All right ! " cried FairyBell. 

BrownieBen had hold 
of the auto-car. 

But his legs were 
flying out backward. 

FairyBell was kneeling. 



She was holding on 



with all her might. 



Her yellow hair was 

streaming in the wind. 

The wind was roaring. 

Trees and rocks flew by. 
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Toot! toot! 

On flew the auto-car 
faster and faster. 

"BrownieBen!" 
cried FairyBell. 

"I cannot hold on any 
longer. 

The wind is too strong. 
The wind will blow me away. 

Let us fly together. 
The wind will blow us 
into the meadow. 
Catch hold of my hair." 
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On flew the auto-car. 
Toot! toot! 
And away flew Brownie- 
Ben and Fairy Bell 
into the meadow, 
whirling around and 
around like leaves. 



" Soon the leaves heard 

the wind's loud call, 

Down they fell fluttering, 

one and all. 

Over the brown fields 

they danced and flew, 

Singing the soft little 

songs they knew." 
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Who has seen the wind ? 

Neither I nor you; 
But when the leaves hang 
trembling, 

The wind is passing through. 

Who has seen the wind ? 

Neither you nor I ; 
But when the trees bow 
down their heads 

The wind is passing by. 

— CHRISTINA O. ROSSETTL 
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OVER IN THE MEADOW 



The two little folks fell 
to the earth. 

They sat with their arms 
around each other. 

The darkness was about them. 
No stars were out. No moon. 

The wind was roaring 
in the darkness — 
Whoo - 00 - oo ! 

They were all alone 
in the meadow. 
Not one good fairy was near. 
Not one kind brownie. 

How cold and dark it was ! 
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Hear the wind roaring — 
Whoo - 00 - oo - m - mm ! 

The wind was HUNGRY. 
It would EAT them. 

BrownieBen was trembling. 
But he was no baby. 
He was brave. 

Fairy Bell was only a girl. 

% He would protect her. 

No harm should come to FairyBell. 

And then, in the darkness, 
they heard a voice : 

" Creep under the leaves, 

little ones. 

The dew is falling. 

The leaves will protect you. 
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Day is over. 
Night falls suddenly. 

You must rest with me." 

" Ah ! " cried poor little 
FairyBell. 
" I cannot rest. 
I am trembling so. 
I hear the wind roaring ! " 

The kind voice said: 
64 



" The wind is roaring 
over the sea. 
It is singing in the meadow. 

Do not listen 
to the roaring of the wind. 
You must listen to its song. 

Fold your wings, 
my tired dove. 
I will tell you a story." 

The little ones sat 
under a rosebush. 
Its leaves were over them. 

The rosebush was bending 
down its boughs. 

The darkness was around 

them. 

But the w T ind was singing 

a rock-a-by. 
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"Hush-a-by, baby, 
thy cradle is green, — " 
Fairy Bell's tired head 
lay on the soft green grass. 

A tall tree was holding out 
its great arms to BrownieBen. 

" Come, poor little boy," 
it whispered, " let me rock you." 

And BrownieBen climbed into 
the leafy boughs. 

The kind voice was telling 
a story, 

and they fell into a deep 
sleep. 

Good Night, 

Little Ones, 

and 

Sweet Dreams. 
66 



THE SONG 

There is ever a song 
somewhere, my dear, 

Be the skies above 
or dark or fair, 

There is ever a song 
that our hearts may hear- 
There is ever a song 
somewhere, my dear, — 

There is ever a song 
somewhere. 

There is ever a song, 
somewhere, my dear, 

In the midnight black, 

or the midday blue. 
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The robin pipes 
when the sun is here, 

Atid the cricket chirrups 
the whole night through. 

The buds may blow 
and the fruit may grow, 

And the Autumn leaves 
drop crisp and sere, 

But whether the sun, 
Or the rain, or the snow, 

There is ever a song 
somewhere, my dear, 

There is ever a song 
somewhere ! 

—JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY, 

Used by permission of the Bobbs-MerriJl Co. 

68 



THE STOBY OF PRINCESS ROSE- 
LEAF 



THE ROSE- CROWS 

There was once a very kind 
king. 

He lived in a great, white 
palace. 

One day, he called all his 
people together. 
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He said, 

" Come to the palace/' 

The golden doors of the palace 
stood open. 

The Great Room was full. 

Some young girls were 
whispering together : 

" I hope I shall get the Rose- 
Crown," said one. 
"I am prettier than you all." 

" I hope the King will give 
it to me," said another. 
" See my beautiful dress. 
I have worked a year 
to make it." 

" Hush ! There comes 

the brave young Prince. 

He is the friend of the King. 
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Who will get his beautiful 
ring 
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The King rose to his feet. 

" my people," he said, 

" to-day, we shall crown 

one of these young girls. 

Many are very beautiful. 

But to-day, we shall crown 

the Good. 

Tell me now, my people, 

. who shall be the Princess 
Roseleaf?" 

Then the brave young Prince 
rose. 

He bowed low to the King 
and to the people. 

His clear voice rang 

through the room. 
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" Rich maid, poor maid, 
A queen is she. 
For Princess Roseleaf 
My queen shall be ! " 

Then the King said 
to the people : 
" Cry out her name. 
Who shall be the Princess 
Roseleaf?" 

Then all the people 
cried out : 

" Crown the little Princess, 
the little sister of the King. 
She is ever good to the poor." 

And all the young girls 

cried out : 

" Crown the little Princess, 

the little sister of the King. 

She is loved by all." 
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The sweet little Princess 
came. 

She knelt at the feet 
of her brother, the King. 

Her dress was pure 
as the moonlight. 

He crowned her golden head 
with roses. 
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The brave young Prince 
bowed down to the earth. 

He gave her his beautiful 
ring. 

That night, 
Little Princess Roseleaf 
lay down on a bed of roses. 

But she was a true princess. 

One white roseleaf 
curled up under her. 
And she could not sleep 
all night long ! 



Part II 



LITTLE SHEEPSKIN 



One sad day, her dear brother 



the King left her. 
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And little Princess Roseleaf 
was all alone. 

Cruel men came to the palace. 

She heard them whispering 
together, and she ran away. 

She ran out into the cold 
moonlight. 
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An old sheepskin lay on 
the grass. 
She put it around her. 

She came to a meadow full of 
sheep. 
Two looked at her. 

" Kind sheep, will you help me 
run away ? " 

" Baa ! Baa ! " said the sheep, 
and they ran to help her. 

" Let us go through the woods/' 
said the sheep. 
So they went. 

The little Princess stopped 
at every house in the woods. 

" Kind people, will you take 

me in ? I will work for you." 

77 



"No, no. Go along," said 
the people. 

At last, the poor little 
princess came to the door 
of a palace. 

It was the palace of the 
brave young Prince, 
but she did not know it. 

" Kind people, will you take 
me in ? I will work for you." 
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" "What can you do, Little 
Sheepskin ? " they asked. 

"I can watch the sheep," 
was her answer. 

So Little Sheepskin watched 
the sheep. 

And the sheep loved her. 
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Part III 

" Rich maid, poor maid, 
A queen is she. 
Princess Roseleaf 
My queen shall be ! " 

At last, the brave young 
Prince came home. 

He had been all over the world. 

He had been looking for 
Princess Roseleaf. 
But he could not find her. 

And now his people said : 
" We cannot wait any longer. 
We ^hall crown you King, and 
you must have a Queen. 

Bring all the beautiful 

ladies to the palace/' 
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The brave young Prince was 
very sad, but he was now 
the King. 

He bowed his head upon his 
hands. 

Lady after lady stood before 
him. 

He would look at none. 
He loved none but Princess Roseleaf. 

He set a golden cup full of 
water on the table. 

81 



" No room for you ! 
No room for you ! " 
said the golden cup. 
And the beautiful ladies 
turned away. 

" Are there no others ? " 

« Only Little Sheepskin/' 
laughed one. 

" She is watching the sheep." 
" Bring her in/' said the young 
King. 
Little Sheepskin came in. 

Her golden hair fell to her 
feet. 

Her face was hidden. 
A sweet wild rose was at her 
breast. 

After her came two big sheep, 
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" Baa I Baa ! " cried the sheep. 

Every one laughed. 

The golden cup full of water 
was still on the table. 

She turned sadly away. 

A roseleaf fell from her 
breast to the floor. 

The young King leaped to his 
feet. 
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He saw the ring upon her hand. 

" Rich inaid, poor maid, 
A queen is she. 
Princess Roseleaf 
My queen shall be ! " 

He bent down and picked up 
the roseleaf. 

He dropped it on the full 
cup of water. 

It floated. 

" Room for you ! Room for you ! " 
said the golden cup. 

The sheepskin dropped to 
the floor. 

There stood Little Princess 
Roseleaf, in her dress pure 



as the moonlight. 
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The young King stood by 
her side. 

And the wedding-bells began 
to ring ! 



" FairyBell opened her blue 
eyes. It was morning. 

A sweet wild rose was 
peeping into her face. 
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THE SWEET RED ROSE 
Good morning, 

little rose-bush, 
Now prithee, tell me true : 
To be as sweet 

as a red, red rose, 
What must a body do ? 



To be as sweet 

as a red, red rose, 
A little girl like you 
Just grows, and grows, 

and grows, 
And that's what she must do. 



—JOEL STAGEY, 



THE SWEET RED ROSE 




morn-ing, lit - tie rose 
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To be as sweet as a red, red rose, What must a bod - y do? 
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OVEE IN THE MEADOW 

MORNING 

" Good Morning," said Brownie- 
Ben. 

" Good Morning," said FairyBell, 
"What a beautiful meadow! 
It is full of wild roses. 
Let us stay here all day." 

" All right," said BrownieBen, 
" but do you see the blue sea ? " 

FairyBell looked where he 
pointed. 

Far away, she saw the blue 
water. 

It was as blue as the sky. 
And how wide it was ! 



But here in the meadow, 
there was a sea of green. 

It was a salt meadow, 
and there was a sea of 
long green grass. 

Bright drops of dew were 
on the grass. 

They were bright with sun- 
shine. 

Fairy Bell played with 
the drops of dew. 
She shook them over her 
yellow hair, and over 
the wild roses. 

A bird flew over 
the salt meadow. 

His back was as blue as 

the sky. 
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His breast was as brown i 
the earth. 



He flew over their heads, 
singing. 

" What a gay little song. 
He is telling us the story 
of hts nest. Let us listen," 
said Fairy Bell. 
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BrownieBen and Fairy Bell 
looked up into the sky. 

They were listening to 
the story of the nest. 

The wind was playing with 
the tall ineatlow-grass. 

The tall grass was nodding 
to the wind. 

" See the grass," said FairyBell. 
" It is whispering to the wind. 
Let us listen." 



So BrownieBen and FairyBell 
bent down to the earth. 



They were listening to the 

song of the grass. 
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THE WONDERFUL WORLD 



Great, wide, beautiful, 

wonderful World, 

With the wonderful water 

around you curled, 

And the wonderful grass 

upon your breast — 

World, 

you are beautifully dressed, 



The wonderful air 

is over me, 

And the wonderful wind 

is shaking the tree, 
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It walks on the water, 
and whirls the mills, 
And talks to itself 
on the tops of the hills. 



Ah, you are so great, 

and I am so small, 

I tremble to think of you, 

World, at all. 

And yet, when I said 

my prayers, to-day, 

A whisper inside me 

seemed to say, 



" You are more than the earth, 
though you are such a dot : 
You can love and think, 
and the Earth can not ! " 

— W. B. RANDS. 
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THE CALL OP THE SEA 

* 

" Wiiy should we go to the shore, 
BrownieBen ? 
We are so happy here. 
This meadow is full of stories. 
Let us stay here always." 

But BrownieBen said nothing. 

i 
FairyBell danced over 

the grass. 

She flew here and there 
with her little white wings. 

But BrownieBen sat still 
upon a stone. 

His eyes were far away 

over the meadow. 
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" What do you see, BrownieBen?" 

" The little stream runs blue. 
I see a place where 
the little stream runs blue. 

It is blue with stories. 
Some time it will tell 
the stories to the sea." 

"I see it," said Fairy Bell; 
and she danced on. 

" How bright your eyes are, 
BrownieBen ? 
What do you see, now ? " 

" The little blue stream 
has found the sea. 

It has run into the arms 
of the sea. 

I see great white birds. 
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They are flying over the blue 
water. 

Their great white wings are 
bright with sunshine." 

" I see the birds," said 
FairyBell. 

" But you are listening. 
What do you hear, BrownieBen ? " 

" I hear the voice of the sea. 
The sea is calling, Listen ! " 

FairyBell listened. 

SH- sh ! SH sh ! 

sh SH! sh SH! 

Boom - m -ml 
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" 0, I hear it ! 
I hear the call of the sea. 
Let us go, BrownieBen. 
Let us run after the little stream, 
Good-by, dear meadow ! " 

Hand in hand, the two little 
folks began to run, when 

" Tap, tap Tap, tap - - 

they heard. 



Oh, what was that ? 
It came from under the stone. 

They ran back and listened. 
"Tap, tap Tap, tap » 

They bent down and peeped 
under the stone. 

What do you think they saw? 
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THE STONE MANNIE 

A little old man sat under 
the stone. 

A little old man with twinkling 
black eyes, and a pointed cap. 

He was tapping at a little 
red shoe. 

" Oh, I know him/' said Fairy Bell. 
" That is the Fairy 

Shoemaker." 

i 

" I know him, too," said 

BrownieBen. 

The brownies call him l The Stone 

Mannie/ 

He lives across the sea." 
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"Good Morning, Stone Mannie." 

" Tap - tap, Tap - tap." 

The Stone Mannie did not 
look up. 

" How do you do ?" said Fairy- 
Bell. 

" Tap - tap, Tap - tap." 

" What a beautiful shoe," said 
BrownieBen. 
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" Hm ! " said the Stone Mannie, 

His eyes were still on his 
shoe. 

" When will it be done?" 
asked FairyBell. 

" It is done," answered 
the Stone Mannie. 
" It is very well done." 

" Why do you go on 
tapping, then ? " 

" There is a story in the toe. 
I am tapping it out." 

" Oh, can you find stories in 
the toes of shoes ? " 

" Yery good ones." 

" What do you do with your 

stories ? " 
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" I blow them away, and the 
wind blows them to the shore. 

The wind blows them into 
the seashells. 
The seashells are full of 
stories." 

" How can people get 
the stories out of the shells ? " 

" Hm ! They can stop talking 
and listen," 

said the Stone Mannie. 
His eyes were twinkling. 

"Please tell us a good story," 
said FairyBell. 

" I tell only good stories," 

said the Stone Mannie. 

" And I never tell stories 

to people like you." 

103 



" Why not ? " 

" I am Shoemaker- to-the-Queen." 

"Oh, excuse me," 
said FairyBell. 
" I see that you are very 
grand-looking. 
But I did not know that you 
are Shoemaker- to- the- Queen ! 

Rise, BrownieBen ! 
And make a low bow to the 
Shoemaker- to- the- Queen!" 

Both stood, and made a very 
low bow. 
When they looked up 

Why ! Where was the Stone 

Mannie ? 

He was no longer under 

the stone. 
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"Oh dear!" said BrownieBen, 
" why did we look away ? 
The brownies say : 
( Always look a Stone Mannie 
full in the face. 
Then he will show you 
his hidden gold.' " 

"Yes," said Fairy Bell. 
" And the fairies say : 
' Always be polite to 
The little Old Stone Mannie.' " 
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" Listen ! I think I hear 
him now," said BrownieBen. 

Yes, he was under another 
stone. 

He was tapping at his little 
red shoe. 

And he was singing a little 
song. 

They ran to the stone on 
tiptoe, and peeped under it. 

There he was, tapping and 
singing. 

His eyes were twinkling with 
fun. 



They bent down and looked 
him right in the eye. 

10& 



" Stone Mannie/'' 
they said, 
"come, be a Good Fellow. 

We don't want your gold. 
We just want a little story.* . 
Please give us one of your 
stories." 

The Stone Mannie laughed, 
and began at once. 

He began to tap a story 
out of his little red shoe. 

The longer he tapped, 
the brighter grew the little 
shoe. 

Boys and girls, there is 

a fine story hidden in the toe 

of every bright little shoe. 

Look for it. 

107 



THE 8T0RY OF THE FAIRY SHOEMAKER 

Darby was a farmer. 

He was a very poor farmer, 
and at times, he and his family 
had little to eat. 

But one day the farmer 
came across a fairy shoemaker. 

The fairy shoemaker was sitting 
under a stone. 

He was tapping at a little red 
shoe, and he was singing a little 



song : 



" This way, that way, 

So we make a shoe. 

Getting rich, every stitch, 

Tick - tack - too ! " 
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Now Darby had been told 
how to catch a fairy shoemaker. 
He had been told to be very 
polite, and to look the fairy 
shoemaker right in the eye. 

Darby said: 
" Stone Mannie, I am very poor. 
Where is your gold hidden ? 
Please show me." 

The Stone Mannie answered 
at once : 
"Yes, yes, Darby. Come, Darby." 

So they walked away together. 

Well, they walked and they 
walked. 

Poor Darby was tired out. 

But he did not once take his 

eyes away. 
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He looked the fairy shoemaker 
full in the face all the time. 

At last, they came to a field. 
It was full of bushes. 
There were hundreds of bushes 
in that field. 

" Darby," said the fairy shoe- 
maker, " dig here. 
My gold is hidden under this 
bush. 

You may have all the gold 
you find." 

" Thank you kindly," 
said the farmer. 
And he let the fairy shoemaker 
go. 

The farmer tried to dig 

with his hands. 
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But the earth was too hard. 

Then he said : 
" I shall have to go home, 
and come back again. 
But I may not know this bush 
again. 

I will tie a bit of red grass 
around it." 

So he did. 
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Poor Darby came back, 
but he never found the gold. 
For a bit of red grass was tied 
arouud every bush in the field ! 



Here the little old Stone 
Mannie looked up at BrownieBen. 
His sharp little eyes were 
twinkling with fun. 

BrownieBen laughed and said : 
" Grandmother says ; 
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' A bird in the hand is worth 
two in the bush/ 

Thank you very much 
for the story. 
Some day, we shall tell it 
to Bennie and Little Bell. 
Good-by, Stone Mannie." 

Hand in hand, the two little 
folks ran after the little 
stream. 

Far away, they could hear 

The Song of 
The Fairy Shoemaker. 

" This way, that way, 
So we make a shoe. 
Getting rich, every stitch, 

TICK - TACK - TOO ! " 
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WHEEE THE STEEAM RUNS BLUE 

" Here we are at last/' 
said the little folks. 

" This is the place where 
the stream runs blue. 

Now let us look for the 
stories." 

They bent over the water. 

They saw only two bright 
little faces, 

not one bit of blue. 

The blue had all run away 

to the sea. 

The water was silver-gray. 
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And two little silver fishes 
were playing about in the sun- 
shine. 

An old mother fish peeped out 
at them. 
She was under a log. 

" How do you do ? " said 
the little folks. 

" Where are the stories ? " 

" What stories ? " 
said the old mother fish. 

" The stories that were in 
the blue water. 
Have they run away with 
the blue ? " 

" There they are/' 

said the old mother fish. 
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And she pointed with her fins 
at her two little fishes. 

" Very pretty," said Fairy Bell. 
" Can you tell us any 
fish story ? " 

" Oh yes/' said the old 
mother fish. 
"I can tell a big one!" 
She fanned her face with 
her fins, before she began : 
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And two little silver fishes 
were playing about in the sun- 
shine. 

An old mother fish peeped out 
at them. 
She was under a log. 

" How do you do ? " said 
the little folks. 

" Where are the stories ? " 

" What stories ? " 
said the old mother fish. 

" The stories that were in 
the blue water. 
Have they run away with 
the blue ? " 

" There they are," 

said the old mother fish. 
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And she pointed with her fins 
at her two little fishes. 

" Very pretty/' said FairyBell. 
" Can you tell us any 
fish story ? " 

" Oh yes," said the old 
mother fish. 
"I can tell a big one." 
She fanned her face with 
her fins, before she began : 
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"I made a .big, big kettle 

to-day. 

It was as big as this room ! " 

" Em ! " said the fisherman, 
" what is the good of 
your big kettle ? 
~Whj did you make it ? " 

" To cook your fish in 
it ! " said the friend. 



The three fishes were 
^ow hidden under the log. 

The two little folks 
^P^ent on their way to the 
Soa. 

The little stream ran by 
"tlern. 
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It ran in and out through 
the long grasses. 

The long grasses whispered 
together. 

They whispered a story. 

The little folks listened. 

They overturned a great 
stone by the brook. 

There sat a cricket 
in the darkness, 
holding up his long feelers. 

« Tinkle , tinkle/ 1 
sang the little stream. 
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THE STORY OP NARCISSUS 

Narcissus was very tired. 

He had been walking 
in the woods. 

He found a stream of clear 
water. 

He bent over the stream to 
drink. 

He saw a sweet, rosy face 
in the clear water. 
Then he saw two bright eyes. 

" Who are you, little one ? " 

he cried. 

« 

He thought it was the face 

of a wood fairy. 
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" Come up here. 
Sit by me on this green grass." 

There was no answer. 
He called and called. 

Darkness came, and hid 
the rosy face. 

Narcissus lay by the stream 

all night. 

He waited for the sunrise. 
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Then be looked into 
the water, and again saw 
the two bright eyes. 

The sweet face grew 
more and more dear to him. 

He thought he was loving 
a beautiful girl. 

He was loving himself 
all the time. 

He grew thin and white. 

The wood fairies saw him. 
They felt sad. 

At last, they flew to his 
friends, and whispered: 

" Come to Narcissus. 

He is in the woods. 

Take him home." 
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His friends looked for him. 

They found the stream. 

They ran from one end 
of the woods to the other 
calling, 

" Narcissus ! Narcissus ! " 

They could not find him, 
but they saw a beautiful white 
flower. 

It was bending over 
the stream, and it was nodding 
to itself in the water. 

They called the flower 

Narcissus. 
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NIGHT ON THE SEASHORE 

Two happy little folks 
sat on the shore. 
For the little stream 
had found the sea. 

The day was over. 
The sun had set. 



A little breeze rose 
out of the sea. 
It was rocking the boats. 
The boats were at anchor. 
Their sails were furled. 



A seabird flew over- 
head, crying. 
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He was flying to the sea 

of grass. 

He was flying to the salt 

meadow. 

The sky was growing darker. 

"What a wide sea it was ! 
How wide and still and deep. 
And how gray ! 

Only one purple line could be seen. 
Par away over the sea was 
one purple line. 



Now a star is twinkling 
in the sky — 
A bright blue star. 

The sea is rocking. 
Who is singing ? 

" Fold your wings, tired 
FairyBell. 

Furl your sail, my little 
boatie. 

Here's the harbor, 
still and deep. 

See, the sunset breeze 
is dying. 

Day is over. 
Night falls suddenly. 

Come to anchor. 

You are in the Port of Sleep." 
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SLEEP, BABY, SLEEP 

Sleep, baby, sleep. 

Thy father 
watches his sheep. 

Thj mother 
shakes the dreamland tree, 

And down 
comes a little dream on thee. 

Sleep, baby, sleep. 
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Sleep, baby, sleep. 

The large stars 
are the sheep. 

The little stars 
are the lambs, I guess, 

And the gentle moon 
is the shepherdess. 

Sleep, baby, sleep. 

—From the German, 
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M011NING ON" THE SEASHORE 

The sun is dancing 
upon the water. 

The fishes are leaping 
out of the sea. 

The sea is as blue 
as the sky. 

Away from the shore, 
the blue is melting into green. 

And far away, 
is one purple line. 

There the sky 
is melting into the sea. 

How white the sand is ! 

How white and pure ! 
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See the bright bubbles. 
They are bubbles of air. 
The bright bubbles are 
working their way upward 
through the sand. 

Here is a flock 
of little gray birds. 
They are feeding 
by the water. 

They rock 
on their slender legs. 



They run after the little 
waves. 

The little waves 
run up and down the shore. 
The little birds 
run after them. 

Overhead 
fly the seabirds. 
They dart downward 
into the sea. 

They whirl 
about the old gray rocks. 

Their sharp cry 
is dear to the sailors, 
for it tells them of home. 

The salt air 
is very sweet and fresh. 

9 

What a beautiful morning ! 
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THEY MAKE A FRIEND 

They found liiin sitting 



on the sand. 



FairyBell did not like 
his looks at all. 
He was very odd. 

His body was hidden 
under a hard shell. 
His eyes were on little 
black stems. 

Then he had the oddest 

walk. 

He walked sideways. 

And he walked so very fast. 
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FairyBell hid behind 
BrownieBen. 

BrownieBen stood and looked 
at him. 

"How do you go so fast?" 
asked BrownieBen. 
"How many legs have you?" 

" Hush ! I have only ten legs," 
he answered. 
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Fairy Bell peeped out 
from behind BrownieBen. 

" See the mouths on his legs/' 
she whispered. 
" I can see mouths on two 
legs." 

" Who are you ? " he said, 
looking at FairyBell. 

« I am FairyBell." 

" Hush ! " BrownieBen said. 

" Well," she whispered, 
"He asked my name. 
How can I tell my name 
if I hush ? " 

" What do you do with 

the mouths on your legs?" 

asked BrownieBen. 
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" I pinch ! " 

Then suddenly and very 
swiftly, he came up sideways 
to Fairy Bell. 
" Shake hands ! " he said. 

Fairy Bell ran away as fast 
as she could. 

Then he went backwards 
to BrownieBen, and said, 
« Shake hands ! " 

BrownieBen went backwards, 
too. 

" No, thank you ! No, thank you ! " 

said BrownieBen. 

And he hid his hands behind him. 

" I never shake hands. I bow." 

And BrownieBen bowed 

very politely. 

139 



Then BrownieBen said, 
" Who are you? May I ask 
your name? " 

"Do you. live always on 
the land ? " asked BrownieBen. 

" No," he answered, 
" I like to creep about 
in the sea." 

" Can't you swim ?" 
asked Fairy Bell. 

" Hush ! " he answered, 
" I am too old. 
Once I was young and wild 
like yourself. 

Then I liked to swim about 
to see the world. 
Now I am old and wise." 
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THE GREAT C RAB FAMILY 

" Who am I ? 

Crab, sir. My name is Crab. 
Hush ! Every body knows me. 

I come from a very old 
family. 

We are very, very old. 
We are hundreds and hundreds 
of vears old. 

I am one of the Great Crab 
Family ! 

Now, young man, you know 
who I am ! " 

Then what do you think 

BrownieBen did ? 
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He turned the poor old crab 

over on his back. 

And BrownieBen laughed and laughed, 

" Why do you say ' Hush ' ? ' ' 
asked BrownieBen. 

"My family do not like 
to hear loud sounds. 
Help me to turn over, 



young man 
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" All right," said Brownie- 
Ben. 

" Tell me why you w r alk side- 
ways 
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« It looks pretty," 
said the Yery Old Crab. 
" My family all do that." 

" Well, why do you walk 

backwards?" 
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" It is a very good way 
to walk." 

"Why?" 

" You should always go 
backwards. 

For then, you would never 
get behindhand. 

And nobody can ever get ahead 
of you when all the world 
goes backwards. 

Nothing can ever be lost. 
For you turn back and find it. 

And you are always meeting 
your old friends. 

Here is one of nay family, now. 

How do you do, my friend ? " 

" Hush ! " said the other crab, 

" Give me your hand." 
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The two crabs shook hands. 

They were glad to see each 
other. 

They shook hands very hard. 

Then the other crab went 
away. 

" Oh dear ! " cried BrownieBen, 
" Where is it ? " 

" Where is what ? " said the Very 
Old Crab. 

" Why ! your poor hand," 

cried BrownieBen. 

" What did you do with it ? " 
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" Hush ! that is nothing," 
said the Very Old Crab. 
" I gave my hand to my friend. 
That is a very little thing 
to give to an old friend." 



" That is true," said Brownie 
Ben. 



" And my family can get another 
any time," 
said the Very Old Crab. 



" Oh ! how glad I am ! " 
cried FairyBell. 

"Very -Old Crab, would you 

please tell us a story 

about your family ? 

The fishes told us a fish 

story." 
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" Hush ! " answered the Very 
Old Crab. 
" Who are you ? 
The fishes are nobodies." 

Suddenly, he put out 
his claw, and pinched 
BrownieBen on the leg. 

* He said, " Excuse me," and 
ran sideways into the sea. 

" Oh, why did you do that ? 
Come back," cried BrownieBen. 

" Dear Mr. Crab," said 
Fairy Bell, " don't get angry 
at such a little thing. 
Nobody means to be impolite." 

At last, the Yery Old Crab 
came back to the shore. 

And then he began his story. 
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A CRAB STORY 

The Fishes once thought 
they were better than others. 

They looked down on every 
other family. 

They thought: 
" We always do right. 
We are the only ones 
in the world who always 
do right. 

We will make the world better. 
We will show every body 
how to be like us. 
We will make every body 
do just as we do." 
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Then the Fishes looked 
around and said : 

" Here is this poor old 
Crab family. 

They are going backward 
all the time. 

Now the Fishes go forward. 
We must wake the Crabs up. 
We must make them go 
forward, too." 

So the Fishes came to 
the old Crabs in the water, 
and said : 

" Look at us, you poor old 
things. 

Try to be like us. 

We are better than you. 
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You do not know how 
to go, do you ? 

See how we go. 
We always do right. 
The Fishes go forward. 
So must you ! " 



Well, the old Crabs gave the Fishes v 
just what you might think. 

The old Crabs gave the Fishes 
a good pinch. 

Then the Fishes said : 

" Let the old Crabs alone. 

They are too old to do better. 
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Let us give lessons 
to the young Crabs. 
Come, little Crabs." 

The little Crabs went into 
the water w r ith the Fishes. 

They were given lessons. 

After awhile they went 
forward, too. 

Then the Fishes said : 

" Now, little Crabs, go back 
to the shore. 
Look at us, and show 
the old Crabs how to go." 

The young Crabs went back 

to the shore. 

But they would not look at 

the Fishes any longer. 
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They all looked at the old 
Crabs. 

When they saw the old Crabs 
go backward, 
the young Crabs all went 
backward, too. 

That is the end of my story. 

To-morrow, there is to be 
a clambake on the shore. 
Now see me go backward 
into the water. 

The Very Old Crab went back- 
ward very swiftly into 
the water. 

And they never saw him again. 

I think 

he went to the Clambake ! 
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THE CLAM 

" Dearie," said BrownieBen, 
" I see some fishermen up 
the shore. 
Let us go to meet them." 



The fishermen were 

in the water. 

Each man had a bag. 

They were digging. 

BrownieBen called to them 
"What have you found?" 



" Hard clams," 

answered one of the men. 

And he put them into his bag. 
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They were now through 
digging. 

Each man picked up his bag 
of clams, and went away. 



A clam fell out of one 
of the bags. 

Fairy Bell ran to pick it up. 
It was shut. 



She tapped on the shell. 
It would not open, and 
she dropped it into the sea. 
It fell on the top of a stone. 
Then it opened a very little. 



" Hello ! " said BrownieBen. 



The clam shut at once. 
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" Well/' said Fairy Bell. 
" You are not very polite. 
We are not going to eat you ! ,; 

They sat and watched it. 
Pretty soon it opened again. 

Then BrownieBen picked 
a slender grass leaf. 
He put the sharp end into 
the open shell. 



The clam shut and opened 
a great many times. 
Then they heard a little voice. 

"He he he ! It is tickling 
me ! He he he I " 

« Well, do you hear that ? " 
said FairyBell. 
" The clam is laughing ! " 

« He he he ! Take it out ! " 
laughed the clam. 
" It is tickling me ! Oh ! Oh ! 
The tickle is inside of me. 
Take it out ! Please take it 
out ! He he he ! " 

Well, the clam laughed so 

hard, 

it fell over the stone. 
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That made FairyBell 
laugh. " He he he ! " 
and she fell over on her side. 

That made BrownieBen 
laugh. " Ha ha ha ! " 
and he fell over on his back. 

i 

At last they both sat up. 

The grass leaf lay 
on the sand. 

But the clam was nowhere 
to be seen. 

They never found him. 

I think 
he went to the Clambake f 

If he did, I hope 

that he lost his way. 
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The fathers and mothers 
were straying up and down 
the shore. 

Some people were swimming 
in the sea. 
They looked like big fishes. 

BrownieBen played with 
one of the babies. 
It was a boy baby. 

* 

The boy baby was crying, 
" No, no ! " 

His father wanted him to go 
into the sea. 

But the sea was so big, 
and the baby was so little. 

The baby felt so weak, 

and the sea was so strong. 
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BrownieBen loved babies. 

He made two holes 
in the sand for the baby. 
The sea came up into the holes. 

" Then BrownieBen and the baby 
ran from one hole to the other. 

The baby stood in the hole, 

and the sea played with 

his little toes. 
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The baby laughed and 
the father laughed, and 
every body was very merry and 

gay- 

" They have set the table 
for the Clambake," 
said Fairy Bell. 
" It does look so pretty." 

Some men had made a fire 
on the shore. 

They had made it on the tops 
of large stones. 

When the fire went out, 
they swept the stones. 

Then, on top of the stones, 

they put seaweed. 

Then on top of the seaweed 

they put clams and crabs 

and fish and corn and apples. 
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Over all were brown seaweeds. 
Soon everything was baked. 

" Oh ! It makes me so hungry," 
said BrownieBen. 

And soon everything was eaten. 

But oh, how the shore looked 
after the people left ! 

The white sand was clean 
no longer, and the sea 
was no longer pure. 

Fairy Bell hid in a wild 
flower, and cried, 
" Coo-oo ! Coo-oo ! " 

BrownieBen curled up 
in a sea-shell. 

And the sun hid his face 

behind a cloud. 
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TABLE TALK 

The table did look pretty. 
There were so many wild 

flowers on it : 

daisies and sweet clover 
and wild roses and grasses 
from the meadow. 

No one was at the table. 
The people were all down 
by the sea. 

Yet there was loud talking. 
The things on the table 



were all talking together. 



There was a Head of tender, 

green leaves on the table. 
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The Vinegar, the Oil, 
and the Mustard stood near it. 
The Head rose. 

Oh, I have a sad story 
to tell! 

The Head looked around, 
and said : 

"How slow you are ! 
It is time I was dressed." 

Then the Vinegar said 
to the Head : 

" You are too green." 
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Then the Oil said 
to the Vinegar : 

" Why are you so sour, 
this morning ? " 

Then the Vinegar said 
to the Oil : 

"You are not so sweet 
as you should be." 

And then, oh, dear ! 
the Mustard said something 
sharp, 

and bit one of the tender 
green leaves. 

The Vinegar ran after 
the Oil. 

The Salt was upset. 

And then every thing 

was upside down. 
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A cup trembled 
and fell to the earth. 

The Water said "Hush" 
in a very loud voice. 

Then the Butter 
began to melt. 

The Coffee stood by. 
He felt pretty cool, 
but he was too weak 
to do anything. 

Now all this happened 
at the table. 

It is such a sad story, 
but every bit of it is true. 

How it all ended, 

I can not tell you. 

For then the people came 

to eat. 
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THE HERMIT CRAB 

BrownieBen was soon 
sound asleep. 
Suddenly, he heard a voice, 

" Look, Father, 
at what I have found ! " 



Poor BrownieBen. 

His long pointed toe 
was outside of the shell, 
and a boy had hold of it. 

How he shook ! 

He tried to creep into 

the tip of the shell. 
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"That is a hermit crab, 
my boy," said the father. 

BrownieBen laughed out loud. 
 He cried out : 
"No, I am not a crab. 
I am a brownie." 

The gentleman did not hear 
him. 

"That little crab lives 
in that shell. 



He has made it his home. 

Let him go. 

See him creep into it." 

The gentleman dropped 
the shell into his pocket. 

" Father/' said the boy, " please 
tell me 

THE STORY 

OF 

THE HERMIT CRAB." 

" Over two hundred years ago, 
there lived a hermit called 
Crab. 

He had a mean little house 

in the woods, 

and there he stayed alone 

for many years. 
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He lived on roots and leaves 
and grass. 

He was a very good man. 
Many people came to see him 
in the woods. 
He tried to help them, 

" ' Eat as I do/ 
said the old hermit, 
1 and you will all be well/ " 



" I should like to tell you 
the Story of Two Little Hermits/' 
said the father. 

" I can tell you only 
a little of the story. 

I heard it years ago." 

BrownieBen was hard at work. 
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He came out of the shell, 
and bit a big hole 
iii the pocket of the gentle- 
man. 

It was a very large 
pocket, and it was full 
of all kinds of things. 

BrownieBen laughed 
to see all the things 
drop through the hole. 

Then he put his head 
through the hole. 

" Now," he thought, 
" I can climb down his leg 
when I please. 

I shall wait a little while, 
and listen to his story." 
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THE STORY OF THE HAPPY CHILDREN 

Two little hermits lived 
in a woods. 
They were a boy and a girl. 

They lived on sweet roots 
and nuts. 

The squirrels grow fat on 
sweet roots and nuts. 
Why should not they ? 

The children had lost their 
father and mother. 
They were left all alone 
in the woods. 

An old hermit lived 

on the rocks, far above them. 
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One day, the children said 
to each other : 

" Let us go to see the old 
hermit. 

We are sad and lonely. 
He may help us." 



Hand in hand, they climbed 
up the rocks. 

They found no house at the top, 
Only a great hole under a rock. 

They peeped in. 
An old, old man was bending 
over a large picture book. 
The book lay on a table of 
rock. 



He looked hundreds of years 

old. 
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He was dressed in cobwebs. 



His hair was long and white. 
But his ejes were very bright. 

"Come in, little ones," 
he said in a tender voice. 
" I have been waiting for you. 
You are sad and lonely. 
173 



I have opened this picture book 
for you." 

The children ran to the old 
hermit. 

They stood one on each side, 
and they peeped into the won- 
derful book. 

Then the old hermit put his 
hands on their heads. 

" Go back to your little 

house, my children. 

You must always live there. 

But you have no time 
to be sad. 
And why should you be lonely ? 

An old road runs by 

your little house. 
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The bushes and trees grow 

over it. 

It is full of grass and weeds. 

Dig them out. 

Open the old road." 

Then he turned to the girl. 
" Plant flowers by the wayside. 
Plant where the sunlight 
falls. 

Sing over your work. 
You have a sweet voice. 
This old book tells you 
to be happy. 

And you, my boy, 
you can play on your fiddle. 
Play when the night falls." 

Then the children climbed 

down to their little house. 
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and saw the bright flowers. 
Once, someone heard the song. 

After that, 
no one went through the woods 
without stopping at the little 
house. 

The people loved to hear 
the sweet song of the girl. 
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And they loved the merry 
little fiddle. 

In winter, the children 

made a bright fire. , 

The people loved the bright 

faces of the little hermits. 
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The people called them 
" The Happy Children." 
For they were as merry 
as crickets. 

» 

But one day, the Happy- 
Children began to grow sad. 

They thought : 
" Some day, we shall grow old. 
Then, we shall be lonely again. 
Let us go to the old hermit." 

Hand in hand, 
they climbed slowly up 
the rocks. 

" Come in, my children," 

said the old hermit, in his 

tender voice. 

" I have been waiting for you." 
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And he opened one 
of his wonderful books. 



" Little sister," he said, 
" you love the Springtime. 
Put on your, blue dress and 
sing, Spring-heart. 
Sing when you are lonely. 



" And yon, my brother, 

you love the Fall of the year, 

Dress in black. 

But play your little fiddle. 

Play when the night falls." 



" We will try," 
said both The Happy Children. 



One night they were sitting 

at the door. 
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Some little birds were 
hidden in a bush near them. 

" How cold it is," 
whispered the little birds. 
" Cold winter is coming." 

Then two little Katy-dids 
began to talk. 
" Katy-did," said one. 
" Katy-didn't," said the other. 
They were both very angry. 
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" Oh, how sad ! " 
said the brother, 
" to see Katy-dids so angry. 
Sing, sister. 
We must cheer up everybody/' 

The sister could sing only 
one little bit of a song. 
But that was as sweet as ever. 

And the little old fiddle 
could do no better. 
But it was very merry. 

The Katy-dids forgot 
to be angry. 
They stopped talking to listen. 

The little winter birds 

whispered : 

" Hear the merry crickets. 
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How happy we are ! 
Winter is so gay." 

Then The Happy Children 
laughed together. 

One night, the sister said : 
" Brother, it seems funny. 
But I want to sleep in the old 
apple tree tonight." 

And the brother said : 
" Sister, I am sleepy, too. 
I want to sit by the fire." 

Then The Happy Children 
laughed together. 

They looked into each 

other's eyes, and said, 

" Good night." 
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In the morning, a blue- 
bird flew over the apple 
tree. 

People cried : 
" See ! There flies a blue- 
bird. 

The happy Springtime 
has come." 

The little brother sat by 
the fire. 

Every day he was grow- 
ing smaller and smaller. 

But he played his little 
old fiddle 
till he fell asleep. 

Any fall night you may 
hear the little old man. 
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Everybody loves his merry 
cricket-soDg. 

" That is the end of the story,' 1 
said the father. 

And BrownieBen dropped 
from his pocket to the shore. 
He ran back to FairyBell. 
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That night, the Shore Brownies 
came, and they came by hundreds, 

The shore was full of them. 

BrownieBen was wide awake. 
The round, bright moon 
was shining on his face. 



The dew was falling. 



A brownie with long whiskers 
stood over FairyBell. 
He had a watering pot in his 
hand. 

He had been sprinkling 

the meadow grass with dew. 
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And now he was sprinkling 
the face of Fairy Bell. 

FairyBell opened her eyes. 

" Is it raining ? 
Or is this a watering place ? " 

" Excuse me," 
said the whiskered brownie, 
" I thought you were a flower. 
I hope you liked it." 
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" Oh, yes ! " said Fairy Bell. 
" The fairies like the dew." 

The whiskered brownie 
now gave a very odd cry. 
It was in a loud whisper. 
" Queep ! Queep ! " 

The brownies came running 
from all sides. 
"Who is it? Who is it?" 
they said. 

" Tou look like a house brownie/' 
said one. 

" So I am," said BrownieBen. 

" You look like a flower fairy/' 
said another. 

" So I am/' said FairyBell. 

" We are glad to meet you, 

brother. 
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We are glad to meet you, sister. 

But there has been a clambake. 

We must go to work. 

This shore must be made clean 

again." 

" Who dropped these things 
on the beautiful white sand ? 
Who made the sea so impure ? 
Who did it ? " asked BrownieBen. 

" The little ladies and 
gentlemen," said a brownie. 

" No," answered another, 
" Mr. Nobody did it, Mr. Nobody 
does all the mean things." 

" Meet us to-morrow night 
at the Story Tellers' Circle ," 
said the whiskered brownie. 

And away they all went. 
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THE WORK OF THE SHORE BROWNIES 

The shore looked like a bee- 
hive. 

Hundreds of brownies were 
darting about. 

All kinds of things 
had been dropped on the sand. 
Clam shells, old flowers, 
apples, peanut shells, corncobs. 

All these things seemed 

to have arms and legs. 

They were running away 

from the shore brownies. 

The brownies were trying 

to catch them. 

189 



The brownies picked them up, 
and put them into the moonlight. 

The pure moonlight melted 
them all away. 

And all the time the moon 
was growing brighter and brighter. 

The shore brownies were very 
gay little people. 
Their merry whisper of 
" Queep ! Queep ! " 
sounded from one end of the shore 
to the other. 
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They were singing 
at their work. 

Their song was like 

the chirping of birds 
in their nests. 

It was like the cry 
of young sea birds. 

Many of the brownies had little 
brooms made of seaweeds. 
These were red, brown, green, 
or purple. 
They had silver bells on them. 

The gay little brooms 
swept the sand-floor. 
They danced all alone over 
the white sand-floor. 

They made lines in the sand — 

beautiful, curving lines. 
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The silver bells went " tinkle, 
tinkle." 

Sometimes the gay little brooms 
went whirling, whirling. 

The little waves danced 
to the tinkle of the silver bells. 

The merry brownies danced 
after the gay little brooms, 
crying, . 



" Queep ! Queep ! 
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At last the shore was clean 
again. 

The sand was once more pure and 
white. 

The good little shore 

brownies had toiled 

from moonrise to moonset. 
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At moonset each one 
dived into the sand. 

Only a long, pointed toe 
above the sand 
showed where a brownie 
might be hidden. 

Or was it only 
the stem of some plant ? 

" See the .air bubbles 
coming out of the sand. 
Ah ! A brownie is breathing. 
Help me dig him out," 
said BrownieBen. 

He tried again and again. 

Each time the sea rolled 
into the hole. 

Deep down in the sand, 

a shore brownie was laughing. 
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THE STORY TELLERS' CIRCLE 

This was the night of 
The Story Tellers. 

BrownieBen and FairyBell 
sat together on the shore. 

They were waiting for 
the full moon, and now she 



was coming. 



Slowly the great, shining 
ball rose out of the sea. 
A slender cloud floated across 
her face. 

Then a road of bright light 

ran across the water, 

and lit up the dark shore. 
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It lit up The Story Tell- 
ers. 

They sat side by side, 
in a great circle. 

Not a sound was heard. 

Were they made of 
stone ? 

In the moonlight they 
looked like the gray rocks 
of the seashore. 

Many of the Story Tell- 
ers were old. 

Their long whiskers 
streamed over their 
breasts. 

Many had long gray 

whiskers. 
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The whiskers of others were 
brown, red, green, or purple. 

Were they whiskers ? 
Or were they only floating 
seaweeds ? 

No two of the Story Tellers 
looked alike. 

Some were very thin. 
Some were very fat. 
Some had little heads and 
long flat bodies. 

Their eyes were at the end 
of little black stems. 

Where were they looking ? 
You never could tell. 

BrownieBen sat down very 

softly in the Circle. 
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Each Story Teller held a sea- 
shell to his ear. 
They all sat very still, 



listening. 



They were listening to 
the stories in the seashells. 

Only one sound was heard. 
The Sh — sh! of the waves, 
as they rolled up on the shore. 

Suddenly, a tall Story Teller 
began to rock backward and 
forward. 

He gave his shell to the Story 

Teller next him. 

This one put it to his ear. 

Very soon, his body began to 

roll about. 
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He gave the shell to the next. 
And so the shell went around 
the Circle. 

By this time, all the Circle 
of Story Tellers was rolling 
and rocking. 

Some rocked backward and some 
sideways. 

" Dear, dear ! " whispered 
FairyBell. 
" Are all the poor Story Tellers 

ill ? " 

"Oh no! not at all!" 

answered a purple-whiskered 

Story Teller. 

" They are only laughing. 

A funny story is going 

the roimds." 
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"Oh! When will they tell 
the story ? " 
asked BrownieBen. 

"They are through telling it," 
he answered. 

But now his body began to rock, 
too. 
He was laughing so hard, inside. 

He held out the shell to 
BrownieBen. 
And BrownieBen was just going 

to listen, when 
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" Cookery, cookery, coo-coo ! " 

They heard a cock crow, 
far away over the meadow. 

At once, every Story Teller 
rose to his feet. 

All eyes were turned toward 
the sea. / 

A slender line of red was 
in the sky. 

A slender line of purple lay 
on the water. 

When BrownieBen looked about, 
not a Story Teller was to be 
seen. 

A circle of gray stones 
stood on the shore. 

A broken shell lay at his feet. 
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And here and there through 
the sand, 

some bright little air bubbles 
were working their way upward. 

" They are telling the funny 
story deep down in the sand," 
said BrownieBen. 

" And we shall never hear it," 
said Fairy Bell. 
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GAY BETTY 

The next morning the two 
children took the road to 
Old Harbor. 

On the way they met a great 
many people. 

They were all going toward one 
place on the shore. 

A boy ran by them. 
He had a large bag of peanuts. 
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"Hello! Pointed Cap! 
he called to BrownieBen. 

"Hello! Peanuts!" 

called BrownieBen. 

" Where are you going so fast ? " 
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" Down to the shore," 
answered the boy. 

" Why is every body going 
down to the shore ? " 

" To-see the old lady off/' 
answered the boy. 

" Who is the old lady ? " 

" Gay Betty/' 

" That is a very odd name 
for an old lady/' 
said FairyBell. 

" Where is she going ? " 
asked BrownieBen. 

" She is going to sea," 
the boy answered. 

" Gay Betty must have a great 

many friends/' said FairyBell. 
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It stood on the sandy shore. 
There was a sound of hammer- 
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Men were under the ship. 
They were creeping backward 
and forward. 

On the bow was a name in gold, 

GAY BETTY. 

" They have been building her 
on the shore," said the boy. 
"AH, wait till you see them 
launch her. 

Shouldn't I like to be her 
captain ? " 

" So should I, with all my 

heart/' said BrownieBen. 

" A home on the rolling sea 

for me." 
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THE OLD SEA CAPTAINS 

The people on the shore were 
talking and laughing. 
Every body looked very merry. 

Some were walking about. 
Some were eating apples and 
peanuts. 

Two old men wei*e sitting 
in a small boat. 
BrownieBen and FairyBell sat 
down beside them. 

Another old man came up. 

" Good-day, Captain/' he said, 

looking up at the sky. 
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" Good-day, Captain," 
answered both of the old men, 
looking down the shore. 

Then other old men came up. 
They called one another 
Captain. 

"Captain Bush had a good find 

this morning," said one. 
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" Well, well," said the others, 
" Where ? " 

" Mouth of the river." 

" Clam ? " 

" Yes." 

" Big one ? " 

" Pretty good." 

" White ? " 

41 No, blue." 

" Well, well." 

Then they all took their pipes 
out of their pockets and lit them. 

They said nothing more for 

a long time. They just puffed 

and puffed. 
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At last, one took his pipe 
out of his mouth. 

" One time, I was out West — " 
" Good ! " whispered BrownieBen, 
" He is going to tell a story." 

" Well, sir, there was a man 
who had a pocket full of 
pearls." 

" Blue ? " 

"No. Green, yellow, and 
pure white." 

" Where did he get them ? 
Prom clams?" 

" No. Other shell-fish." 

All the old captains 
nodded to one another. 
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Then another man took his 
pipe out of his mouth. 

* 

" When I was young, I met 
a man down there " 

He pointed behind him. 

" One day, he found a pearl 
in a fresh-water shell. 
It was a very dark pearl. 

Well, sir, he was a fisher- 
man. 

But that pearl made him 
a rich man. 
A queen asked for it." 

" Whew ! " cried BrownieBen. 

" Well, Captain," 
said another, 

" One of my friends was eat- 
ing a shell-fish. 
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He bit something hard. 
He found a pearl in his mouth 
as big as that pebble t " 

" Fisherman ? " 

" Yes, sir, a fisherman." 

"What did he do with it?" 
asked BrownieBen. 

" He gave it to his old 
wife, Mary. 

She never could walk, poor 
body. 

She had to stay in bed 
always. 
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He said he would make 
a queen of his old wife. 
And he put the pearl 
on her bed. 

A rich man heard about 
the pearl, and he asked them 
for it." 

" Did they let him have it ? " 
asked BrownieBen. . 

" Yes. The old wife wanted 
the money. 
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But the fisherman named 
the pearl after his old 
wife, Mary. 

That pearl has always been 
called, 

The Queen Mary Pearl ! " 

" Captain, how do pearls 
get into the shells ? " 
asked BrownieBen. 

The old Captain laughed. 

" Oh, something tickles 
their insides, 
and the pearls grow." 

" Just to think of that !" 
whispered Fairy Bell. 

" BrownieBen, you made 

a pearl the other day, 

the day you tickled that clam." 
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" I don't know," 
whispered BrownieBen. 
" That may not be the right 
kind of tickle/' 

" Captain Small," 
said one of the captains, 
" yon have been in a great 
many waters. 
What have you to tell us ? " 

" Well, sir, 
I have met many divers. 
Some of the divers are blind 
men. 
And they do wonderful work. 

There was once a blind man 
who was diver to a very rich 
prince. 

The dress of that prince 

was shining with pearls. 
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There were pearls 
on his head, oil his arms, 
and — some say — on his 
toes. 

People called him, 
* The Prince of Pearls/ 

Yet the prince always 
wanted more pearls. 

Every day, he sent 
his blind diver down 
into the deep sea. 

Well, one day, 
something happened. 

One day, " 

Just then, there was 
a loud cry : 

" Gay Betty ! 
Gay Betty ! " 
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THE LAUNCHING OF GAY BETTY 

The sound of the hammering 
had ceased. 

The men were creeping from 
under her. 

Every one rose and looked 
upward at the beautiful ship. 

Her white sails were flash- 
ing in the sunlight. 

In stillness the people 
stood waiting. 

They saw the great ship 

tremble. 

Then suddenly, without a sound, 

Gay Betty leaped into the sea. 
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A rain of flowers 
sprinkled her bow. 
Gay Betty danced upon the waves. 

Every body shouted. 
Hats were in the air. 
" Hurrah ! Hurrah ! " cried 
BrownieBen, 

Fairy Bell said : 
" That beautiful ship 
will carry many a great prince 
and many a rich lady 
over the sea ! " 
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" Ha, ha ! Oh no ! " 
laughed one of the captains. 
" Gay Betty is going to carry 
coal. 
She is on her way to Portland." 



A sunbeam was resting 
on the yellow hair of Fairy Bell. 



" FairyBell," it whispered, 
" do not be sad, for I am hidden 
in every thing. 

I give my gold to your 
yellow hair, my blue 
to the sky and to the sea. 

I give my red to the wild 

roses, and to the sunset clouds, 

and green I give to the grass of 

the salt meadow. 
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No pearl could shine 
without me. 

And the white wings of 
that beautiful ship will carry 
the sunbeams. 
For a sunbeam is hidden 
in every bit of black coal." 
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To BE READ TO THE PUPILS : 



THE BUILDING OF THE SHIP 

Then the Master, 

With a gesture of command, 

Waved his hand ; 

And at the word, 

Loud and sudden there was heard, 

All around them and below, 

The sound of hammers, blow on blow, 

Knocking away the shores and spurs, 

And see ! she stirs ! 

She starts, — she moves, — she seems to feel 

The thrill of life along her keel, 

And, spurning with her foot the ground, 

With one exulting, joyous bound, 

She leaps into the ocean's arms ! 

And lo ! from the assembled crowd 
There rose a shout, prolonged and loud, 
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That to the ocean seemed to say, 

" Take her, bridegroom, old and gray, 

Take her to thy protecting arms, 

With all her youth and all her charms ! " 

How beautiful she is ! How fair 
She lies within those arms, that press 
Her form with many a soft caress 
Of tenderness and watchful care ! 
Sail forth into the sea, ship ! 
Through wind and wave, right onward 

steer ! 
The moistened eye, the trembling lip, 
Are not the signs of doubt or fear. 

Sail forth into the sea of life, 
gentle, loving, trusting wife, 
And safe from all adversity 
Upon the bosom of that sea 
Thy comings and thy goings be ! 
For gentleness and love and trust 
Prevail o'er angry wave and gust ; 
And in the wreck of noble' lives 
Something immortal still survives ! 
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Thou, too, sail on, Ship of State ! 
Sail on, Union, strong and great! 
Humanity with all its fears, 
With all the hopes of future years, 
Is hanging breathless on thy fate ! 
We know what Master laid thy keel, 
What wo'rkmen wrought thy ribs of steel, 
Who made each mast, and sail, and rope, 
What anvils rang, what hammers beat, 
In what a forge and what a heat 
Were shaped the anchors of thy hope ! 
Fear not each sudden sound and shock, 
"Tis of the wave and not the rock : 
Tis but the flapping of the sail, 

And not a rent made by the gale ! 
In spite of rock and tempest's roar, 
In spite of false lights on the shore, 
Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea ! 
Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee, 
Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our 

tears, 
Our faith triumphant o'er our fears, 
Are all with thee, — are all with thee. 

— LONGFELLOW. 
Courtesy of Houghton, Mifflin Co. 
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SECOND YEAR PHONIC WORK 



I. Review by means of charts and word practice the Square and Linear 
Tables found in the Teacher's Edition of the "Finger Play Reader." 

II. Add the following phonograms: 



ax ex 


ix ox 


ux 


east 


au oe 


ie 


ea 


ash esh 


ish osh 


ush 


est 


alk eo 


ei 


ui 


a (ask) 


o (move) 


u (pull) 


eight 


aught 


ci si 


ti 


a (all) 


o (love) 


u (true) 


aight 


ought 


ous 


ure 



■c q s g 

9 qu z j 

ing (omitting e) 



eh gh ance ence ince 

ph ng associated with g 

ing (doubling the final consonant) 



III. Build words by means of common prefixes and suffixes. 

(a) com con im in um un per pro ex be de a an cer etc. 

(b) tion sion tain my ly ry ty ward ture ment less ness ful ing 
ble cate ace tive etc. 

IV. Develop accented and unaccented syllables. 
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VOCABULARY 







PART I 






t 




(225 Words) 




• 


above 


beside 


circle 


dive r 


fresh 


across 


Betty 


clam 


don't 


full 


air 


blind 


claw 


dove 


furl 


anchor 


book 


clean 


dream 




angry 


boom 


climb 


dress 


gave 


answer 


breeze 


coal 




glad 


arm 


bring 


cobweb 


ear 


grass 


ask 


broken 


coffee 


earth 


grew 


auto 


broom 
bubble 


corn 
crab 


excuse 


grow 


backward 


bush 


cricket 


fairy ies 


hair 


bag 


butter 


crow 


feel er 


hammer 


bake 




crown 


felt 


happen 


ball 


came 


cup 


fiddle 


harbor 


beam 


can't 


curl 


field 


hat 


beautiful 


cap 


cut 


find 


hear 


been 


captain 


cry ied 


fire 


hermit 


before 


carry ied 




flash 


hole 


began 


cease 


dance 


floor 


home 


behind 


chair 


Darby 


folk 


hum ming 


bell 


children 


darkness 


forgot 


hungry 


Bennie 


chirp 


dig 
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forward 


hush 



ill 


meadow 


pot 


shut 


took 


impolite 


melt 


prettier 


skin 


toot 


impure 


mile 


prince 


slender 


tremble ing 




much 


princess 


soft 


tried 


just 


must 


protect 


sprinkle ing 


true 




mustard 


puff 


stem 


turn 


Katy 




pure 


stone 


twinkle ing 


kettle 


Narcissus 


purple 


stories 




key 


next 

nod ding 


put 


stray 
stream 


vinegar 


land 


nut 


rang 


suddenly 


want 


large 




right 


swam 


watch 


last 


odd est 


river 


swept 


wave 


laugh 


off 


road 




weak 


launch 


oil 


roar 


table 


whirl 


leap 






talk 


whisper 


leg 


palace 


sad 


tender 


white 


listen 


pass 


salt 


their 


who 


log 


pearl 


sang 


thought 


whole 


lonely 


people 


seem 


tickle ing 


wide 


lost 


picture 


self 


tied 


wild 


loud 


pinch 


set 


tinkle ing 


wise 




pipe 


shake ing 


tip 


• 

work 


maid 


please 


sheep 


tired 


worth 


many 


pocket 


shell 


toe 




Mary 


point 


shoe 


toil 


yes 


matter 


port 


shore 


to-morrow 


yet 
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